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" CHAPTER XXI (continu.'d.) Y

v Our Anﬁdoh. i
'Whlla holding one of hia km

Sald Satan to his deputies

®How comes it, though, fg-om overy

town
A goodly mumber you send down,

*Hut very Yew we have of late
¥rom Frigco put upon the grate,
And vet, gheir churchman says:

Its worse than Sodom and Gornofrah'?

'g{n.l: alls the city by the sea?

dear! what can the matter be?!
Awe-stricken sflence was prevailing,
Till one black devil leaped forth quall

“Great h;;ster. though thy wrath;lJ

résk,
1 am the chap from San Francisca,
It's not that 1 my pralse would sing,
"But ne'er we hnd a better thing,

“Untll some thirty years, or later,
There came to town a navigator,
Wise as tiey make them in the Hub—
And founded the Bohemilan Club,

*“He was so gental, is so jolly,

From New Year's to the Feast of
Holly,

e speaks to sadnts, he apeaks to
sinners,

He even speaks at artists’ JSinners!

®iis chear s taking, lkestha Grippe,
A kind word always on his lip,
Amusing wit, gall not & minkm,

No gpiterul thought, it is not in him.

‘Be-

*The wenving #piders come not dhkere,
His laugh oremates the dullest care,
This is the reason, Master, why
Those Frisco people fight you shy.™

M¢ that's the case.” old Satan cries,
*'d like to see him. Bleas my eyes,
If he were here, I know It well,

All folks from heaven would go to hejl

*Bring him to me—and quickly, um'
Or thou thy treason soon shall rue”
Just then an ange! who was sent
To gather tears shed in repent,

Flew by, and knowing who was meant,
Bpoke softly: *'Twould be time Bl-

spent—
For him whom you would like to mest
Wea have reserved a front alsle seat,

But scores of years will yet pass by

TN that mest he will occupy,

For he's a misslon to fulfili,

Bﬂnﬁ. mirth to mmnkind,
wi

*r'o cheer the old and warm their heart,
And teach the young life’s noble art,
sp you may many a trap yet forge.

ou'll never catch our Uncle George.™
ullus Roeenstirn,

(By Telegraph.)
Bome five and twenty years have fled
Binve first we pledged together,
Our beards are gray, our noses red,
Our hearta Hght as a feather.

and good

Three soore, a Jecade and a five,
Such years to but a few come,
Half a century & greeting sends
To Bromley, this from Newcomb.
—Thomas Newcomb,
Albany, N. Y. (The Capitol)

May all the winds from South and East,,
From Nortix and our own West,
Play kindly on thy gentle head,
‘l'glr gentlest and the best!
The frost of age may touch thy locks,
But in this brimming bowl
We share, the yvears can never change
Thy youthful, buoyant soul
* —Dan O'Connell,

The Good-Ship "Uncle George.”
{(Launched April 14, 1885)
Many moons have waxed and waned

on many an Easter morn,
And winters’ frosts chained lake and
stream since Uncle George was born,
And many #4 rose its leaves has shed
n the parent earth,
An many a bird its carol trilled of
Joving and of mirth,

And kings have died, and new kings
relgned, and all the passing show
Of human life has glided by in varied

gloom and glow.

The rock that crowns that mountain
crest, and looks down on the vale,
The forest tree thit towera aloft, de-
flant of the gale,

The mighty sea that ebbs and flows,
and frets its iron coast,

To whom the rolling centurfes are but
an hour at most,

Al withstands the tyrant change, the
boldest and the hest,

Are typical of our old friend, Bohe-
mia’s Priest and Guest

What., though the hand of Time has
touched those locks once glossy
brown,

*"T'was hut to place upon his brow a
shining silver crown;
And though the volce he not as clear
as when at sea it trolled,
The tale of “Shinbone Alley"
musically told.

The loves of Bally and of Jack upon
the billows' foam,

And how the good ship went In stays,
and how "The Cows Come Home"

"Unele George,”
freshening

still 1=

That  staunch craft,
has aye luffed to the
breeze,

And o'er ita bows in gleeful love have
climbed the laughing seas,

The "Uncle George,” with all sail set,
and bowlines all hauled taut,

And weather leaches qulverhu! has
never gone about;

But with sheets aft, and tacks boused
down, its cargo, love and mirth,

Has pointed to the Port of Right,
needle points the North.

And when it backed its foresall, with
the jib across the deck,

*Twas but to take some friend aboard
from Sorrow's sinking wreck.

And greet him at the gangway, and
bid him welecome aft,

And. make him owner in the mirth
that filled thur Joyoue Craft. *

When heaven frowned and winds
blflw flerce and tore at shroud and
safl,

The “Undle George”
defiant of the gale.

Let timid sallors furl and reef and to
lhe mud waves lie,

The “Uncle George's” skipper shouts:
"Lad, keep her full and by."”

Lpt other vessels square away, and

.n.gr snug harbor run,

Uncle George” has kept
course untll the gale was done.
And when the bell e dog-watch told,

the skipper hedved the log,

Bounded the pumps, the royals set, and
Ppiped all hands 1o grog,

And suw_the breakers on his lee fade
slawly out of view,

And bholdly bld the steersman then to
“luff a point or two,”

Long may that vessel staunch endure
to ride life's stormy seas,

Before, the Port of Joy and SBong, be-
hind, the favoring breeza

Her pennunt streaming high aleft, and
Souhd her rianing gear,

Her timbers knowing not decay, and
Buod for many a year,

Her unchor chain, its links our hetivts,
wus fasbifoned at the forge

O Love and Friendship, strong 1o
moor the good cralt “Unele George.”

~Daniel O'Cognell.

Faoster Sunday, TE85

. (Read at the Lambs' Club dinnar,
] toe me when | v]mi New York,

has bounded on,

her

~ An Experience of Elghty Years of Life

Her valleys of despair.
uad mistress of n milllon lives
What conguests she can boast,
Even while many & shattered bark
Lies wrecked upon her coast

Bohemia, Bohemia,
Sends now a new delight,

Her Patriurch from the Golden Gate
Breaks bread with us tonight.

In touch with those Bohemiins there
Wiho sugerly await

A toast from us of 95 A
To him of T8,

Bonhemia,

ittle understood,

What mles your brave embassador
Conld tell us if he would,

Qf 'wine and wit, and wisdom, too—
The kind that never cloys— .
Bee his initlals—G. T. B.— y
Thelr meaning, “Guood Time, Boys”

Bohu‘mll\

Bohemia, Bohemis,
" The Club thal bears your name
Btands in the line of fellowship
Far up in the ranks of Fama
With,hand of brotherhood outstretcheqd
In honest scorn of shams—
Its given refuge in the past
To many wandering Lamba.

Bohemia, Bohemia,
We pray that you'll allow

Our west to resch the Century mark

¢ as he [ now.

Su her ‘s & heaith to Uncle George,
And might he, night and day,

Frel the warm pressure of our hands
Three thousand miles away.

—Edward E. Kidder,

New York, Sept. 23, 1595,

- (80th Birthday Poem.)

Here, with good cheer and humor, Bo-
hemia's feast is spread,

In honor of its hale High Priest, Its
venerpled head;

And, with glad song and story, wan
care left far behind,

To celebrate the sge of one who gentle
Is, and kind.

/)

Thers others are. dear Uncle George,
who know far more than you,

And what is worse, they will insist on
telling of It, too;

8till others yet have far more gold
te whistle down the wind

But never one thit helped others mors,
s0 gentle and so kind.

Long years ago, in boyhood's days, a
fond-remembered past

You ate your hash and smoked your
nipe, a lad before the mast;

The sghellbacks growled around you,
and swore ‘till they wers blind;

Yet you “chawed on" and puffed -in
peace, 5o gentle and so kind.

And when the choo-choo cars ran first
to Sacramento (OWn,

You navigated all the train, first up
the track, then down;
It passengers =pat on the floor, or

tried some fault to find,
You helped them find it, if you could,
&0 gentle and 80 kind.

Then you became a Boniface, and ran
n real hotel

And, like fabled Ripley, you managed
it quite well;
When guests skipped out with billa

unpaid, vou did not seem to smndg,
You let them slide, and took a drink—
20 gentle and =0 kind.
all the walks of life, sweet soul,
In sunshine and In shade,
You never yet have fulled to chesr
the friends thuat vou have made;

In

Long may you live! Long may you
beim! You've taught, and we've re-
signed

To toil and struggie and 1o be more
gentle and more kind,
—W. G. EiLallord.

1.

“Round Rebin” from the Lambs’
Cilub; New York.)

(A

Dear Uncle George:

1 am sending vou some yards of af-
fection. Bome of the fect may limp
a itile, but Love has aye been blind,
Should the vards streteh to 8 rod—or
morée—ihe rod ls of zentiment, not of
pfftict oof jJam. not of plekle. The
suggestion from me was responded to
with a spontaniety that would delight

you,
(From Frank Unger.)

Dear Uncle Gopree:
With Harry

In far-off 12,

Will drink you

AL elgthy -three,
—{Hugo Toland with

.
health

Gillig))

i

Harry

Om fuir Bolhemia's rocky shores,
A beacon light yvou stand,
Gulding the traveler from afar—
A flaming tocch—a shining star—
To rezch the promided land,
—Edward Kidder,

The owls come home together like

Severul®pajre of ghears,

And Sally In her alley gaily telis—

How ghe hears the cows a-coming

Homeward from the bar—

With « Jingle and 4 jangle of the bells,
Hells bells.

And everybody's happs
T his day they celebrate,
And “easy, my cusy,” ring the
bells—
And every heart rejoices ns it
Wisthes you gond luck—
With sach tingle and each tangle of
the beélls—
Easter bslls.
—{(Tommy Ruhm.)

men,

To George T. Bromley, Esqg.

“Oh, East Ia East, and West is West,
and never the two shall mesl,

Till Earth and Sky stand presantly at
God's great Judgosent SReat;

But there neither Eust nor West,
Border nor Breed nor Birth,

When one strong man, at eighty-three,
brings life from the ends of the
oarth.™

—{Adupted from Rudyard Kipling.)

i=s

Out from the sslty spuming Sound,

Beeking to girdle the whole earth
round,

Jaxon, hunting the Golden ¥leees:

Odysseus, haunting the Isle of
Greece;

Magellan, searching out unknown
straits;

Vasco de Gama, while Furope waits,

50 salled a sailor, fraught with Hfe,

Vigorous substance and joy of ntrlfe,
uil ot denthless! PFull of the East!
Full of good sap, and of Yankee yeast,

There have been some Georges—Eng-
land's four

Fiiled her limit—and something more—

America’s seroll leads in its flame

Whashington, griatest and first of the
name;

Bancroft, in history’'s indelible Ink: 3

Curtls, whose eloquence mude otherl
think;

Now, #s the latest handiwork of her
forge,

Fame glves one Déewey—the pre-name
still George,

But Bohemia, still, ‘mld the struggle
wnd stvife,

Waits calm and serene In the busile of
e,

And Jualts the red Wine as she dtands
fo the toast:

"Theie's only one
pride. of he o

He's the

WRGE

L. 3. 1B Lineoin,

April, 1908,

My Dear Unele

We have wandered and tallked to.
Etthor under the great Redwogds for

Genrge:

y_1885,)
hemia, EBohemis,

M&!ﬂ us thewe: -
b_\n mountain tq. ef Joy,

mearly twenty y & part of my
uu. a litde space of yours, and vut an

instant the lives of.the trees them-
ldvu. ut of the moyl'.rh__l of hma-
Ings of these yeirs friendsh! e-
;::;n “nd do ; I’mlfm:l of

us, A you w
of the closer union between
two, | mlr and the trees. They have
aﬂ tn you of thelr ruggedness,

r grandeur and benignity, and you
have permeated (hem with tne gen-
fality and swestness of your nature.
Ah!" dear Uncle Gen I Iu\'e tme
great  consolation,
for this union to be hroken. The cen-
turies may pass llke o marching host,
but so long as the trees remain there
you shall be always to me my mortal,
immortal and imperishable friend and
to Bohemia, the great emblem of her
genius and her strangth.
—“Jos" Redding.

My Déar Udcls George:

They say that time and tide walt for
none, It may have slivered your gray
locks, but It has not dimmed your
eyes nor aged your young heart, which
will ever be young to those that love
you, . Count- me in:  and may your
birthdays come thick and fast aa the
years g0 Nying by, und you remain
with us until we all go together.

—{Jullan Rix.)

Dear Uncle George:
‘ou remember me?
si,mii never forget
You, And my name is
—Btunrt Robson,

When you've bmugllt the utu.le home,

when you've sung “Weigh o
Ay Buly:™

And the wine-cup circulates around
the feast,

Just turn ypur thoughts a moment,
Just a moment, if you please,
To us ‘abseni-bodied beggars”
the East.
Tho' we've wandered from the owl's
wing, and straved so far afield,
In spirit we are “wid you" just the
e,
May the good Lord always love you
and not call you too soon
Uncle George. the first and best of
all the game,
Altho'  today you reckon some four
score yearg and three, L]
Mny ‘you add a thousand to that, a
3 thousand and a day.
This §s the wish of the undersigned In
far away New York,
Here's to you, Uncle Georgey! Hoo-

in

ray! Hooray! Hooray!
—("Cosy" Noble.)
I went daown East, jest "tother day

To set the folks—New London way—
Old Gran'pa Nash, that's ninety-four,
An' Gran'ma Ames thut's that or mote,
A’ oldish kind of man was there,
With ruddy face an' rakish air,
Wha siald he'd heerd I'd been
Coast,
An’ ast If 'twasn’t a foollsh boast
To say the climate of the Slope
Became a sort of long-life dope.
So 1 jest up an’ =poke right aoui,
An’ told him what we hragged abaout,
“Of courze,” 1 sald, * "tain't nat'ral "tall
Thet folks shv'd live Trever 'n all
But this much can be truly told—
Thet thim:gh they die—they don't grow
0 (_,

th'

There's Bromley, Uncle George,”
save I

Thet® cdp.ast the age when most men
e

Though old In years—he's jest a boy
Thet falrly frolics in yvouth's foy.'
“Get aout,” says he, “You call him old?
Wall, you do brug. as I've been told.

I've hearn before abaout your 'josh.'

Why, Goorge's my ‘Youngest son, by
Gosh!”™

_ — Joseph R. Griamer.

(Te Uncle George Bromley on His

Eighty-fourth Birthday.)
Bohemia Twughs at Time once more.
Nor heeds the grim Scyilhe-bearer's

core,
Ag here
et
With bheprte elite and pride galore,
Ho! hrave old boy of e¢ighty-four,
Across tihe festive bourd we grest
you.

her clansmen throng to
you,

High
‘Nedth
tree
Will ‘bivouar en the fleld of battle.
What would the fetée without him be?
Then let us give him three times
three,
And

Priest of
[rescoed

fun and frolic, he
walls or greenwood

mike the

clinking  glasses
rattie. -

Hail, stalwart Bire!

Az mellow as

And

with mghzmgn
Falernlan wing
spurkiing as the
Cliguot;
Long may we hear that voice of thine,
As In the days m’ Auld Luang Syne,
Long life to thee, my old amigo.
—HLucius Harwood Foote.

Widow

(1817—Bromley—1901.)

Thra' vears that never aught bur
manly luster shed,
He whom we feast todey hath laugh-
ed gt Time.
And with:the reaper in his hand lop-
ped off the head
Of cach consplror "gainst the bond
subhlime

That binds man's heart to man's.

Thro' days and nights and weeks and
months of merry years,

That rugged heart of his could only

beaut
For Friendship and for Friendship's
cause. Nor mighs nor tears

Have stilled itz endless flow of na-
ture swoet
That held Bohemia's clans,

Through countless revels that were big.

with song and wit,
Hie ‘volce rang out the blithest of
the best;
Hlz tongue found words as sage as
Plato ever writ,
Hix soul enlizsted in an endless quest
For spirits tuned to joy:

Made overy simosphers he
o word of cheer;
Wreathed in smiles
better far
Than ever woman loved her {ord. For

none sincere
Ar Friend-love,
lust can mar,

breathed

Men loved him

which nea jealous

Nor passion’s thrill alloy.
Through orgies that have vyouthful

vigor drowned In wine,
And strong men's wits transformed
to tongueleas things,
His rum-proof mind, as tho' controlled
by hands Divine,
Foured thro' his lips a5 smoothly as
on winga,
The quips of jest and song.
Then when the nascent day dethroned
the waning night,
And glared on kings of revelry lald

This I{lng of Kings triumphant, sway-
ed. the merry fight,
And wit and song rang still in joy-
ous flow
As thro' the whole night long':
R0 tl;ru these  merry, merry vears,
from one 6" elghty-four,
This guosd old man hath lived with-

oul a foe,
Huve e’ who scoffs 8 Friendship, care
Géstrovine lare
e closes ind s ear Ita worth
o Jonmosw,
Ur rail=s at all ematlon,
And e’ the voming Syefrs—(please
G, 2 seurs ut leadl)—
Lot us ench natl) In revel mest,
Unite  our hearts  angd souvls, dedr
Genrge, In joyous fenast

And till the next. he all your jovs

. as full and sweet
Auq boundiess as ths deean,
—Clay M.  Greene.
Baau CIara. April 12, uu

(85th Birthday.)
Time's mmoﬁ shnﬂ when colsaly
Falr women and

beyond
The Psalmist's three-score-ten.
With um' mul to thrive
And did r
The God who m;.thn-intdlﬂ
Preserves the sinner, too.

We bar the partriarchs who trod
The earth before the flood;

And Mammon's slavish sons who plod
Through life with stagnant blood;

Sainted or sordld never feel
The pulss with rapture rife,

When Hebe's rich, red lips "r!:'_ual

The lore that lengthens

That secret murmured in the breeze
That kissed the crested tide

When Cytherea trod the seas,
And it has never died.

To Dionysos It was told
And in his flagon Mushed.

When from the purple grapes of old
1ts meaning first was crusnea,

It taught the Teian and he
At Chosnos' dismal chime;

It rippled from the cup he quma
In many a glowing rhyme;

Venus and Bac¢chus at each shrine
He worshipped oft and long.

Saw beauty flushing In the wine
And crowned her with a song.

It makes the heart beat wild and warm
In many & snowy breast;
Ninon de I'Enclog and Delorme
Were courtgd and caressed
When nigh a hundred years had
pasged;
In ravel and romance
They held In homage to the last
The royal rakes of France,

Why ponder over pagan creed,
Of Epicurus® cult,

Or in Time's rusty roster read,
Or Pleasure's rn.;e consuit,

When in the living flesh we ses,
Lusty and all alive,

One who has ciimbed the years till he
Sits throned on Eighty-five.

Bohemls's bards his trlumphs sing,
Her sons and sages raise

Their voices till the rafters ring
The echo back with praise;

They love the Genius of their joys,
The Master of thelr mirth—

Mirth that no mallee e’er alloys,
And Wit and Wisdom's worth.

Thelr King of Revels who can drive
Their grief and gloom awuy;
Thelr Priest of Pledasure who can
shrive
Their thirsting souls next day;
Hesper may herald In the feast
The glasses clink and foam,
Tiill Bros flushes in the East
And all have wandered home,
. -

Then fresh as one whose night has
passed
In slumber till the dawn,
He lingers on until the last
Bold bacchanal has gone;
He proves that Pleasure’'s cup may
bring
A blessing, not a blight;
For him it holds no adder's sting,
But Life's elixir bright.

And so he laughs al Time, who lays
On him the |ightest load,

And when in Pleasure’'s path he strays
He finds few thorns to goad;

His Is the best philosophy.
The wisdom that outwears

All other creeds, and we shall see
Him live & hundred years.

Now let the jest and laughter lull,
The glagses cease to clink,

The Owl who sits on sorrow's skull
Glves you this toast te drink:

We've seen him turn night unto day,
December into June,

May the Lord long love him, we pray,
Nor call for him too soon.

—Louis A. Robertson.

In dayvs all dim and distant now,
Some five and twenty vears agone,
When first 1 took Bohemia's vow
Of "One for all and all for one™
I mind me of the merry crew,
The clinking glass, the joyous rout,
The laugh that ever broke anew
And Uncle George's volce trolled out,
Easy, my man, easy!

We loved him then;
The genial face, the kindling eye,
The smile that radlance seemed to shed
Like sunlight from a summer sky:

And whatsoe'er the feud or fight,
The tinge of bitterness dled out,
The argument of wrong or right
All epded when his volce®rolled out,
Easy, my man, casy!

the grizzled head,

L The years have come, the years have

gone,
Bohemia grown to rich estnte,.
No longer fears persistent dun,
Nor dreads the sheriff at the gate.
But still we know the merry crew,
The clinking gizss, the merry rout,
The Iaugh that ever breaks anew,
And Uncle George's voloe trolis out,
Easy. my man, easy!

The kindly hand-grasp, just as warm:
The brotherhood; the gentle
thooght;
The follnn he[ing’n simple charm,
Only in wider ecircle taught,
And young hearte,
beat
For Uncle George. A louder shout
Than erst on Sacramento Street

Gives chorus when his voice trolla out
Easy, my man, easy!
Ah. not alone to us tha truth,

The lesson of his life may reach
Through z;ill the world, for age as
yout
A ‘gentle soul may something teach.
In him Bghemin's spirit dnel'!s
Thrmlghlpil the years we've heard
it call;
And In this simple straln there dwells
The true philogsophy of all—
Easy, my man, easy!

The fight for fortuns. graze for power,
The pain of struggle and of strife
For station that may last an hour:
bBrief trlumph of the strenuous life:
The rich man, worn with nameless
fears,
The poor man broken In the rout,
But wearing five and four-score years,
Our Uncle George's volce trolls out,
Hasy, my man, easy!

Four-score and Ave? 1 could not tell
Tie kindling eve; the crown of snow,
The goeninl face 1 knew so well,
Ay! five and twently years ago..
May the yvears lightly on him rest!
ay every hour its blessing bring!
The world loves him who loves it best,
His song to Father Time we ming,
Easy, may man, easy!
—Peter Robertson.

fCantimud Saturday, July 2&.)

Buy Cardmal Flour
wom Cardwell

Jyvsd

('I;A.‘ﬂl IN ADDRESS,
DR. N. GILBERT GRAY,

formarly &t Hodge's Stabls, iz sow le-
cated in rear of No. § Franklin
Tel 574 "ﬁﬁ

Juusnea |

'-.PRIME- RIB ROAST

» 17¢

M-Mhdﬂ-ﬂnam
Rings.

Goid Chains, Lockets, Cuff Buttony,
m a um'lnll line of up-to-date
| |

HIMM,
uma

Genﬁi'tie Legs of LAMB

b [7¢

VEAL ROAST

Leg or
Loin

17¢

Hamburg Steak -
Shoulder Steak

- b 9¢
b 12¢

Round Steak
Sirloin Steak

- . ]5¢
- b ]8¢

_FRESH MOHICAN CREAMERY BUTTER

b 28¢C

FANCY PINEAPPLES
LARGE BANANAS
NATIVE STRING BEANS

- 82--10c
16 for 25¢
4 qts. 23c

NATIVE CUCUMBERS -
NATIVE CABBAGE- -
BERMUDA ONIONS -

Ib. 4c

« « b 3¢

qt. 7c

Large Juicy Oranges - dozen 25¢

FANCY HEAD RICE -
Macaroni or Spaghetti -

LUNCH TONGUE .
LAUNDRY STARCH -

So'id Packed TOMATOES

Chiver's Im;aﬁr-tei Marmalade - jar 5c

- -

Ib. 8¢

can 8¢

pkg. éc | Milk or Soda

cin 25¢
3 Ibs. 13c

WHITE BEANS
CORNED HERRING for lunches

Larg: bottle Mohican Catsup - -
LAUNDRY SOAP -
ELASTIC STARCH - -

2 1bs, 9¢

can 9¢
CRACKERS - 3 Ibs, 25¢
10¢
10 bars for 25¢

pkg. %¢

like the old, now |

Moran's Big Glearance

OF THE WORLD’S BEST MAKES OF

Clothing, Hats and Furnishing

BEGINS SATURDAY MORNING, JULY 17, 1909.

::" THIS IS AN EVENT OF MUCH INTEREST TO THE PEOPLE OF NORWICH,
MILES AROUND, AS IT AFFORD8 AN OPPORTUNITY TO

DISE PRODUCED AT LOWER
OUR DESIRE IS TO CONVERT
AT ONCE. THEREFORE THE

] IS THE STANDARD OF MERCHANDISE WE OFFER )
THE MERIT OF THESE CLOTHES WILL BE QUICK TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THE BAR- [

g GAINS,

BUY
FRICES THAN ARE ASKED FOR
AS MUCH AS POSSIBLE OF

GREAT SACRIFICE IN FPRICES

S The World Renowned Stein-Bloch Clothing

AT THIS 8A

OUR

AND FOR MANY i
THE CHOICEST MERCHAN- s
COMMON, INFERIOR GOODS.
LARGE STOCK INTO CASH

LE, AND THOSE. WHO ENOW

Our Entire Stock of High Grade Hats and Furnishings

2 ALSO AT SACRIFICSD PRICES.

READ THE FOLLOWING QUOTATIONS AND THEN COMZ PR:PARED TO BUY FOR YOUR g2
FUTURE AS WELL AS PRESENT NEEDS: £

1 Onz lot of 65 Stzin-Bloch Suit:, on'y one of a pattern left from sg l“ 315 o

regular lines, formerly sold i:om $18, to $37, Sale Prices > o B

P Regular Price Sale Price | Regular Price Sale Price ¢

P $25.00 and $30.00 BUITB ......cccoviiiinnann $1095 | 37.00 PANTS ..ovcrerancsnsnsvoavene Senvnies $5.89

B 82050 SUITS ... g1 ) EEC e S R R $17.06 | 3E00 PANTE ...cocosmeimvaarsninassasssasne $4.89

B 32000 BUITS .ovivseviviorsinensmeeronsase $15.95 | $5.00 PANTS ...ocovvraversimmmmnnaiacanins $3.89

T e RN RS s1395 | $100 PANTS “nm"

PR 1 A R NSV S BRI 3508 PANTS o i 249
F18.00 BUITE ... . ccccivasssrirsinsiaiassns $-BI8 | B0 B0 PANTE . oorcoerrcnes o sesonsssssnssss $1.89

R T R S N $795 | 3200 PANTS ..vvvevrncersencmnnnsnasnrvons $1.49

Regular Price Sale Prica Regular Price Sale Price

¥ 3200 and 3250 Manhattan Shirts .......... $1.50 | 30c Buspenders .......c.ciiccsniiasassssnanes 42¢

Y $1.50 and $1.75 Manhattan Shivts .esvyvesss §1.18 25c¢c Buspenders L b= it i o e v T 18¢c

.' $1.00 and $1.25 Negligee Shirts ...........00. 89 | 15¢ Black and Brown SockS .....c.ceccaseeas 8¢

- 15c Sterling Brand Linen Collars ........... 10c | 10¢ White Hemstliched Handkerchlefs ...... 34e

A GO IR o s et it s o v s ap st e e y 3o | 190 Cotivan GIWES .. .. rvsrisivovasnnesiasonan 7¢c £

A0 NecKkWERT :anisssztsssansssrrmurasssans 18c | 16c Jap., HandRerch!efs .......c.cossveossannss 10c

STRAW HATS will beé sold at prices regardless of cost.

A o

JOHN A. MORAN

TERMS OF SALE STRICTLY CASH.

*Clathier, Haifer and Furnisher,
9 corner Maln and Shetucket Sts., Norwich-

Orders taken for all kind:
of Hair Goods.

Yourown Combings made up.

Hair On.-nnt.l. Toilet
Requisites, Chiropody,
Manicuring, Shampooing,
Face and Scalp Massage.

Fannie M. Gibson

ROOM 30, CENTRAL BLDG. Tel 508
may2id

Many Years
of Thinking,

planning and doing good work in Nor.
wich explalns the resson for so many
of the people In Norwleh and vicinity
coming to us for phblographlc work.
There are as many styles as colors in
the rainbow, and it ﬁniy remains for
you to select the obe preferred—we
do the reat and at the right price, too,

Laighton Bros.,

opposite Norwich Savings Society.

Special Prices
On Go-Carts

& THIS WEEK
Prices ranging from %8¢ up

If you need one it will pay you te
look us over.

All other goods at greatly reduced
prices.

Schwartz Bros.,

“Home Furnishers,”’

9-11 Water St, Washington Sq.

Tel. 501 Open Evenings.
Jyid

Carriage

and

Automobile
Painting

Trimming

Carringe and Wagon Work of all kinda
Anything on wheels bullt to erden |

PRICES AND WORK RIGMT, |
PR W

The Scott & Clark

CORPORKTION,

Miniature
Stein

The handsomes! Souveanir
of the 250th Anmiversary.

Sterling rim top and bottom
and dates,

Price $1.25

JOHN & GEO. H. BLISS

Wall Papers

Spring season g GVer bul we have a
great vaglety of them sl fn &l grodes
At redocedd  prices,  Alsa  Manldings
marked down ln price:

Mixed Paluts, Muresco, Brushes
Decorations,

P. . MURTAGH,

Talephone, 92 and 94 West Main St
Jyisd :

SEERTEE

ARIERICAN HOUSE,

Purrell & Sanderson. Propes.
SPECTAL RATES o Theatre Troupes
Traveling Men, sto. Livery connected

SHETUCKET STREET.

4. F, CONANT. 11 Frapklin Street
Whitestone Sc and the J. F. C. 10

Clgurs Ihe oest on the markeL

Try Lthamu marldd

are

WHEN rou AN 10 put your tusis
nean oelore tho pablic, thers is no me-
dium better than tarcugh ihe advertis.
ing columns of Ths Buliells.

Have You Noticed the

Increased Travel?
It's a sure sign of pood weather and

Ane roads. Peaple like to gt ont Into

the open alr. We furnish the best

méethod, and If you'll lake one of cur

teams you'll say the same.

MAHONEY BROS, Falls Avenue,
mari7d

35 SHETUCKET ST.
Room 10 ‘Phone 32-3

DR. JONES, Dentist,

Summer Goods

Pails and Shovels, Sand Toys, Moulde,
Celluloig Dolls, Boats, Fans, Parasals,
Morwich, Souvenirs, Norwich Views,
Favors, Eto.

MRS, EDWIN tAY,  Franklin S;n

507-515 North Maia Strest. -
aprisd I :

maylia
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